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So long. And thanks for all the fish.



Will stared at the page and in one of those bright moments of
connection that reward study, he saw the other meaning. Not a trace
of irony in it. His father had meant every word. Thanks for giving
me something to cast for. Thanks for the hope.

Will crumpled up the sheets of paper and tossed them into the
recycle bin. He had him now. As best he could.

 

#



When Will had left Parker to go to school, his plan seemed straight
and bright before him. He'd study biology, undergrad and masters,
and return to Parker to help his dad with the farm.



Understand that this farm wasn't one of those old-timey corn and
wheat patches. There were no gps-steered combines or plows. Only
one tenth of Gary's land was planted with anything remotely edible.
He was also certainly far far away from what farming would soon
become. He never went in for the photosynthesis revolution, never
wanted to make protein or carbohydrate directly. His farm was, in
almost every respect, an experiment in growing plants that are both
edible and self-tending, what he called patches of
survivability.



Will wondered what he'd find in those patches. He stared out the
train window and watched the night develop. What was the farm now?
He hadn't been back since his father's funeral. Juana and her boys
ran the place now and he hadn't spoken with them since. He meant to
call. Every week to check up he told himself. But then it never
happened, not out of any discomfort, just out of a coasting down of
one energy and the acceleration of another. School, Madeline, his
life here and now. He'd felt the pressure at first, that swelling
of the invisible membrane surrounding us, always needed, wanted,
expected. But Juana and her boys were his father's people and his
father had been born resistant to this feeling that forms the root
of our poxie. So they left him alone and the farm's pressure
receded. Then, three days after graduation, two years after he last
saw them, he called. "Hey Juana," he said. "I'm coming home."



He'd graduated mid-year and the train now passed through a
snowstorm. He felt through the tip of his nose as the window grew
colder and he was almost asleep when the young woman in the seat
next to his said, "I think someone's trying to get ahold of
you."



He turned toward her and she glanced down to indicate his phone,
which flashed with the fury of forty unanswered messages. "Yes," he
said.



"Are you going to answer it?"



"I'm going to the lounge car for a drink. Join me?"



She looked back down at his phone and said, "Sure."

 

They stood up and he followed her down the aisle toward the
lounge car, awkward like strangers on their way to a date, much too
green to be traveling together. She was attractive, a slightly
masculine face with a good jaw and sinewy lines to her tall body.
Not unlike Madeline; taller, both softer and more forceful with her
speech, but of a similar cut. She wore leather boots rather than
those fuzzy slippers which seem so popular on night-running
trains.

 

 

"Parker, Kansas."

 

"Ah. To join the revolution."

 

"Not quite. More like the backup plan."

 

"Oh. Interesting." Her eyes drifted away from his, flew a quick
pattern around the car, then re-landed. "I think what they're doing
is wonderful. I imagine free food for all will change quite a lot
of things. Who is it that so badly wants to get in touch with
you?"



"Just another lover of free food," he said.



"I'm on my way to new York," she said. "My first job out of
school."



Will looked at his drink, befriended it. "And what job is that?" he
said.



"Experience Manager for Whitmann Willikers." No hesitation, just
the dam burst with a slight kick of a pebble — the bolt released
from the crossbow, she with a hair-trigger self satisfaction.



"First job?"



"Yeah. Can you believe it? They almost never hire anyone right out
of the program. I didn't even have to intern," she said.



"Are you worried? First job and all."



"No way. I graduated top in my program."



Will smiled, a tiny smile that wrinkled just the corners of his
lips, and settled back into his chair. You'll worry eventually, he
thought. Madeline, when he met her, claimed no worries either.
She'd come in from a small private school in Vermont, one of the
few schools (as was Montana State) that still held the majority of
its classes in a classroom.



He'd liked first about her that she was attractive. Just enough hip
to be a girl and just enough of an ass to grab onto without being
overwhelmed. He introduced himself, showed her around Bozeman, and
that was that. They had a natural way with one another and it
wasn't long before the talk turned to sex and then back to talk
about life after school. They planned to move to the farm, get
married, live happily ever after. In Will's inexperienced mind
that's how it would have worked too. Every new challenge was fresh
in his mind and they never compounded; a thin scrape by one had no
effect on the next. He had the gift of optimism.



But as the day grew closer, as reality congealed around the dream,
Madeline withdrew, a promise here, a promise there, until she'd
finally built up the nerve to speak honestly with him. "Will," she
said. "I don't want to move to the farm."



He wished she wore her teasing face. "Why?"



"I don't have to have a reason for everything."



"Yes, you do," he said.



And of course she did. But it sounded banal to speak it so she
preferred to leave her feelings unexplained. "Then it's because I
want to be a part of what's happening," she said. "It's the future
and I don't want to withdraw to some farm and pretend we're living
in the past. We need to grow up Will."



Thinking about it now, she was probably already pregnant then. The
idea of shaping another life was the wedge capable of finding their
natural dividing line and sending down it a shock wave of division.
"Let me think about it," he said.



For three weeks he thought about it while Madeline argued subtly
and unsubtly for the wisdom of life in the city — articulated the
freedom this new way of life taking shape would provide. We can
pursue our interests, never worry about mere survival, work only on
the things we want to work on, live fulfilling, creative lives
doing whatever we choose. As graduation day approached the subtle,
wouldn't-it-be-nice-to-wake-up-and-spend-the-day-as-we-pleases
turned into even nastier
what-if-your-little-idealsitc-dream-is-nothing-but-a-failures.



Will was young and so sure of himself that his embrittled
confidence cracked easily under the pressure of Madeline's
argument. So great was his need to be an adult that he couldn't
determine if his father's farm was the yoke of responsibility he
craved or if it amounted to a running back home to childhood
safety? He didn't know and so he walked. He'd grade exams in the
morning then head out along the streets downtown, then into the
suburbs, and then the new suburbs — the developments. These new
dwellings were plain but arguably attractive with clean lines and
snappy orange and green paint jobs which shouted, "Live here! Live
a fresh life today," like crisper compartments for modern people,
he thought. Be fresh, stay fresh. But outside fewer people roamed.
On this bright, snowy day, only the unseen insides of the crisper
buzzed and Will walked alone on the streets while fifty feet away
people lived networked, environmentally-friendly,
fiber-optically-connected lives.



If Will had been a tradition guy or a religious soul, the decision
for the farm would be easy to make. But he was neither of those.
And so he walked and watched for some logical means of attack
against the devs and, finding none, he gave up. He decided to stand
on the side of his emotion, which was for the farm, and if he had
anything resembling religious faith, it was in his resolve that
somewhere behind the emotion lay a good reason. He'd go to the farm
and find the argument later. It'd have to be one banal reason stood
against the other, each a thin superficial representation of
something profoundly important, as if the fall of one toy soldier
in a child's game means the fall of a whole battalion of living,
breathing men on some contested continent where things actually
mattered.



When he told her she pleaded, "What if we just try it. If we don't
like it, we can move to the farm."



"Of course we'd like it," he said. "We'd like it even if we hated
it and we'd never leave."



"That doesn't make any sense, Will," she said. "You're going to
abandon me… and your daughter, to something that doesn't make any
fucking sense?"



"I'm not abandoning you Maddy. I want you to come with me."



Madeline was angry now, crying, narrowed eyes. And then she quieted
and said, "Will. If you leave us for that farm, you'll never see me
again. You'll never see your daughter. Is that what you want?"



"No. That's not what I want. But I'm going to the farm. And if you
hide and deprive her of a father, that will be your decision. It'll
be your fault."



He put on his coat and laced his boots and said goodbye. She said
nothing as he closed the door and he walked the mile back to his
apartment with one hand on his phone, desperate for it to vibrate
with word from Maddy that she'd come along after all.



She didn't call. The day of graduation he went to her apartment to
see if she'd changed her mind but she was gone. He peered through
her windows, strange now without curtains, and she'd packed it all
up and left. No word, no note. Gone. He walked home with a growing
bewilderment at how it all turned so dysfunctional so fast. Is this
a tragic day, he asked himself, or a lucky one?



All that had gone down just three days before. And now here he sat
with this taller, more attractive Madeline look-alike, Miss
Tops-In-Her-Program. And what he wanted was for her to be a
Madeline Extra, new and improved, more bounce to the ounce (an old
reference for all you influence-sleuths out there), because some
men can move from one relationship to the next without needing time
to find themselves in-between. The very act of finding someone new
is, in fact, the way these men go about finding themselves. We are
needy creatures, needy to our very bones, so no diminishment of his
Madeline-love was needed for Will to make room for Miss
Tops-In-Her-Program.



But M-tip had no extra, sported nothing he hadn't seen before,
sported less bounce to the ounce. She had that special something
usual. Will saw this clearly and was under no delusion that this
girl would be his next great love. He figured, however, that if he
fed her another drink or two and allowed himself to reflect her own
self-satisfaction back at her, that they'd go to the bathroom for a
quick fuck and go their separate ways. So that's what he did and
that is, indeed, what happened. She was no replacement for Madeline
but she was something he needed. Even a toy soldier can kill.



#



Damn that Orlando, even in death.



I have a new rule for myself. If you're going to steal a dead man's
story, make sure you read all of his notebooks first, even the
empty ones.



At this point, everyone at the station knows I'm writing Orlando's
big story. I think Jim and Ursula are bit ticked about it but the
incontrovertible fact is that I'm the one who watched him die at
Bunsen. I'm the one who zipped him into the brown vinyl bag and
drove his dead ass back to Madcap. And I'll be the one who feeds
him to the incinerator before the Spring thaw (right now he's
chillin' in the toolshed if you must know). If you haven't gathered
from the descriptions so far, we take care of our own shit at the
stations. That's the idea. It's where the stories come from. Given
that our whole way of life here is built around mining the lumpy,
object-based world for raw material to make your pretend world
real, there's a lot of interest in Zoe's story. It speaks to our
purpose.



There’s a bit of pressure to get this story right because it speaks
to the reasons, various though they be, that most of us ended up
working and living out of Madcap Station. Which one of us doesn’t
feel a thread of ourselves in Will and his impossible-to-summarize
plight? [I overheard Ursula tell Jim that she might send my story
to her mother as a plaintext, if I get it right, as some kind of
explanation for her life choices. How’s that for impossible
standards of measure?] And while we sympathize with Will, it’s Zoe
we wish to be. Zoe with her seeming comfort in the physical world,
Zoe with her base of oddity that lets her build a destination to
bold new places rather than forge a path to them. That, at least is
what every one would like Zoe to be. But such Zoes as that are too
good to be true. Zoe, like all of us, must machete-whack the weeds
to get anywhere in this damned world.



But back to my new rule: If you're going to steal a dead man's
story, make sure you read all of his notebooks first.

As you’ll recall, I’d said that Orlando kept detailed notes of his
trip up until he met Zoe on the beach. And then you might remember
me saying something about how he’d stopped taking notes afterward.
Well, dear reader, it turns out that that’s not entirely accurate.
He took notes, he just didn’t bother to write them down.



The truth is, I did wonder why he had three notebooks in the
dust-proof envelope he always used. The first one, half-filled with
detailed notes made sense, but the other two were completely empty,
or so I thought based on a quick thumbing of the pages. Stupid me.
Here’s another new rule: if something seems a bit odd, it probably
fucking is. Orlando, for some reason I can’t possibly explain yet,
logged a single blank page for each day of his trip. His un-notes.
He even tore out the pages of the third notebook so that page and
day counts would correspond exactly. And to think I’d almost thrown
those last two into the compost heap. It’s a tragic thought
because, and here’s the kicker, a few of those pages do have notes,
the kind we word-dependent folks can actually read. And somehow, on
his 90th day abroad, Orlando discovered that Zoe’s father is, in
fact, not Zoe’s father. Naturally, this throws a bit of a twist
into the narrative.







From the same author on
Feedbooks


	Segue
(2008)
A segue. A short story about a transitional moment.



	


Ned
the Automator (2008)
In a world where relationships have been automated, only Ned
Barton has the nerve to set fire to the nerve center -- and the
heart to write a letter to his grandma.



	


A
Fabrication: and other stories (2008)
7 short stories.



	


Plain
Text - Day 1 (2009)
In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in Baja. A fifteen year old girl
named Zoe, her biologist father, and a coastline of drugged-out
fishermen help us reconcile the conflict between physical reality
and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 12 (2009)
In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in Baja. A fifteen year old girl
named Zoe, her biologist father, and a coastline of drugged-out
fishermen help us reconcile the conflict between physical reality
and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 2 (2009)
In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in Baja. A fifteen year old girl
named Zoe, her biologist father, and a coastline of drugged-out
fishermen help us reconcile the conflict between physical reality
and virtual freedom



	


Plain
Text - Day 3 (2009)
In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in Baja. A fifteen year old girl
named Zoe, her biologist father, and a coastline of drugged-out
fishermen help us reconcile the conflict between physical reality
and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 4 (2009)
In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in Baja. A fifteen year old girl
named Zoe, her biologist father, and a coastline of drugged-out
fishermen help us reconcile the conflict between physical reality
and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 5 (2009)
In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in Baja. A fifteen year old girl
named Zoe, her biologist father, and a coastline of drugged-out
fishermen help us reconcile the conflict between physical reality
and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 6 (2009)
In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in Baja. A fifteen year old girl
named Zoe, her biologist father, and a coastline of drugged-out
fishermen help us reconcile the conflict between physical reality
and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 13 (2009)
In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in Baja. A fifteen year old girl
named Zoe, her biologist father, and a coastline of drugged-out
fishermen help us reconcile the conflict between physical reality
and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 14 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 15 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 16 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com/500words/

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 17 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com/500words/

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 18 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 20 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 19 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 21 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 22 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 23 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 24 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.



	


Plain
Text - Day 25 (2009)
Uploads of my daily work on a new novel. Approx. 500
words/day.

See all at: http://thungy.com

In a world of free food and networked living, something
interesting is happening down in

Baja. A fifteen year old girl named Zoe, her biologist father, and
a coastline of drugged-out fishermen help us reconcile the conflict
between physical reality and virtual freedom.









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





